CUSTOMS   OF   MOSUL
pot! Needless to say, this last injunction I do not
carry out, but the servants quite believe in that
part of the recipe. It is only with great difficulty
I can persuade them to wash out the coffee-pot
occasionally.
In summer, this reluctance on their part often
leads to serious complications. The kitchen, as may
be supposed, is not a very cool place during the hot
season, consequently it suffers continually from a
plague of flies* Dead flies are often served up in
puddings and other dishes, to act presumably as an
appetiser ! Then eating requires a great effort. The
coffee-pot seems to serve as a trap for many of these
flies, attracted no doubt by the sugar, and there they
find a coffee grave. Suddenly a visitor is announced,
and the message is conveyed to the kitchen to " Send
coffee at once." The cook seizes the pot, never
looking to see how many victims are struggling in
the dregs at the bottom, adds a little freshly-ground
coffee, boils it up, and sends it in to the visitor
served in dainty little cups. The visitor takes one sip,
and . . . ! I will draw a veil over the sequel. A
mouthful of dead flies is not a very palatable drink.
My feelings may be better imagined than described.
Sometimes a guest does not approve of the way
the coffee is made (even when minus flies); if so,
she is not shy, and does not hesitate to hand it back
with a grimace, saying to your servant: " What
horrid coffee ! why do you not make better?" and
often demands another cup properly made.
A visit to the bread-makers may not be out of
place here. It is the custom amongst some of the
people to bake bread once a month, sufficient to last
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